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PROLOGUE 



8511 B.C. 



The TMid TF Task Force entered the ZantDS star system expecting trouble. Twice before 
a task force vvas sent to iiwestigate the v\terealx)uts of the criminals they soug^ Butall 
previous atten^Dts at subcLiing the eneniy ended in the destmction of Tenan forces shortly after 
both fleets anived in the system Admiial Lane, commanding this fleet, knew his prey was here. 
But where? 

The system was known to contain five planets. Only three were present. Scanners 
indicated the second planet was capable of supporting life. Two asteroidal belts were en- 
countered at the margins of the sun's gravitational influence where the former planets were 
located. The asteroids would serve as an effective mask for any hidden forces. The Admiral 
dispatched an invasion force to the second planet and ordered the rest of his force to spread out 
and search the asteroid field for the enemy. 



The man sitting in his chair looked at the defensive views with dismay. This time, they 
will get through, he knew. Still, he had not led a wholly unhappy life. Sure he made some 
mistakes, but they had valid reasons; or at least in his mind. 

It was three years since the beginning of the war that led to his nation's defeat and his 
self-imposed exile. During the war he had done a great many deeds, and angered many friends. 
He did not want to be forgotten, not that he would. The odds are good he will be remembered as 
the most ruthless of leaders in all galactic time. That was not how he wanted to be remembered. 

He did not have much time before his defenses were to be breached. He wanted 
everyone to know the full story of his actions. Possessed, he feverously began the task of 
dictating his memoirs. Omako Zikorski will not be forgotten, he swore... 
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CHAPTER ONE 

Omako looked out the circular window, onto the landscape beyond. Scharoni was 
beautiful this time of year. It's light gravity and nourishing atmosphere allowed the treows to 
grow to great heights. They were in full bloom, being spring, and they blocked much of the light 
from the star Stuart, around which they orbited. 

Stuart was a second generation star, nearing the end of it's life cycle. In the past one 
hundred years, the solar constant (a measurement of the energy output of a star) had declined 
nearly seventeen percent. This prompted the Scharonians to expand their civilization to other 
solar systems, under the guise of a campaign to gain more Lebensraum. Two solar systems were 
thus colonized. Though they had twenty-two planets between them, only two were successfully 
Scharonized. It was on Scharoni that Omako had been on a world already flourishing with life, 
unlike the barren colonies Crusader and Marder. Before their consolidation into the Alliance, 
they were devoid of life. 

Those worlds were changed to meet the conditions most like that of Scharoni two 
hundred years before Stuart began it's decline. The decline had been rapid and unforeseen. 
Normally, there were two major seasons; the ceald and the beaman. During the ceald, the ocean 
froze and the people in ancient times went underground and hibernated like most of the life on 
the planet. This built in hibernation ability made the successful colonization of space efficient 
and easy on the passengers. Other beings feared this ability, for they could not see much sense 
in sending craft that took generations to reach their destination when Scharonians could sleep 
along the way. 

After a period of several months, the planet warmed as it neared Stuart, the ice melted, 
leaving nearly ninety percent of the world covered by water. This intermediate stage did not last 
long. Scharoni is in a highly elliptical orbit, with Stuart as the extreme focus. The planet 
continued to near the star. At it's closest approach, roughly eighty percent of the planet would be 
exposed as the water evaporated. This was the height of the beaman season. During the period, 
water was scarce at ground level. But a few thousand feet in altitude lay the vapor, forming a 
perpetual cloud cover that lasted months. It was at this level that the treows would spread their 
canopy - their leaves collecting the vapor and processing the nutrients within. After its closest 
approach, the temperature would cool rapidly. The clouds would usually unload their substance 
at once in a torrent of activity, unleashing powerful storms, flooding the planet. Then it would 
freeze, completing the yearly cycle. This process repeated itself for many millions of years, until 
suddenly, to the behest of the Scharonians, it ceased. The output of Stuart dropped, and even 
during closest approach not all of the ice evaporated, leaving ice at the poles. In fact, the ice had 
mostly only melted, leaving the planet an ocean covered orb, skipping the beaman season 
altogether. The ceald season became harsher than normal, and as the next year came after the 
change, it was obvious the planet was entering the proverbial ice age. 
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The Scharonians acted quickly to avert sure disaster. They genetically manipulated some 
plants to create much darker, ground hugging varieties. They were spread over the poles and 
helped to stem the advancing glaciers. Huge processing plants were set up to increase the carbon 
dioxide content of the atmosphere, creating a year-round greenhouse effect. The planetary 
environment stabilized and led to year round growth and the diversification of species. The 
resultant quantum explosion of diversity made for Scharoni being a galactical tourist attraction. 
No where in the galaxy was there known to be such a diverse and plentiful biotherm. The beauty 
of the planet was renown throughout the galaxy. It was such a beautiful planet that others 
wanted it for themselves for it's beauty and it's strategic location between the two biggest 
empires. Omako could not imagine Scharoni under anyone else's control. 

"General you have a visitor," informed the robot. 

"Well, just don't float there. Tell me who the hell it is?" Omako instructed the 
managerial pau. He thought he saw the unit shudder and blink reactivity. Undoubtedly it must 
have been because of his swearing, he thought. The poor pau wasn't used to it. 

"You're excellency, the Honorable Secretary of Domestic Affairs, Jugai Viloso, wishes 
an audience with you. Sir." 

Why was Jugai here, wondered Omako. Had he been found out? Whatever the reason, it 
must be very important, him showing up in person. From what Omako remembered, Jugai likes 
to do business through pau links. The pau looked at him inquisitively. 

"Well, what the hell are you staring at, egg face. Go and show him in," he commanded. 

The spherical golem revolved a full 180 degrees, and with a jet of propellant, sped 
gracefully to the entrance whereby it granted entrance to the patiently waiting secretary. Once 
he was inside, the robot closed the door and bid Viloso to follow it. He did so accordingly. 

Omako heard the approachment of footsteps and tumed to watch them enter. From 
around the bend popped the pau, closely followed by Jugai. 

Jugai and Omako knew each other from the aggressive campaign for more Lebensraum 
thirty years ago. It was during this expansionistic drive for solar systems that we became aware 
of each other's military achievements. We formed an alliance of highly ranking and 
distinguished officers. Soon after Marder and Cmsader were colonized, the govemment ceased 
its expansionistic movement and offered our group a place in the govemment. It was an 
unhappy alliance. After the acquisition of the other systems, we stagnated while the other beings 
in the galaxy were expanding vigorously. Late last month the govemment was forced into a 
treaty with the other four major civilizations of the galaxy, or risk being surrounded by hostile 
nations. Many in our group felt our govemment was being sold out, with the inevitable resultant 
being the demise of our nation. It is thus some in our country want to overthrow the authorities. 
Omako held such goals. 

"General Zikorski, how are you?" he asked as he extended his hand to shake. 

Omako grasped his hand firmly. "I'm fine, and yourself?" 

"I've good news Omako. Y ou were right, the leader didn't react. The treaty is reduced to 
its natural state-random particles scattered throughout the universe." 
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"Good. That should force our leader to react. For too long we have sat back and watched 
our nation plunge from number one to a third class nation state. That is not where we are meant 
to be. Number one is our rightful place in the galaxy!" exclaimed Omako. 

" Save that crap for later. Y ou could be shot for talk like that " cautioned Jugai. 

"I know. But given time, that too shall change." 

"When? When we've been sent to Stuart for redistribution^" 

The mentioning of redistribution alarmed Omako. It is a religious ritual practiced by 
many Scharonians. It is a process by which a person can be "reborn". A person who has died is 
placed into an R.E. ship and sent into Stuart's outer atmosphere. There, the bodily remains are 
exposed to the vacuum of space as well as the heat from the star. This in effect cremates the 
being. After cremation, the ashes are scattered throughout the galaxy by the action of the solar 
wind as well as slighter gravitational attractions. It is hoped some of these ashes may land on a 
planetary body on which there is at least some primordial biologic activity. The ashes will aid 
the production of life. Not only does the consciousness get to experience traveling across the 
galaxy, but it gets to actually become part of a planet's ecosystem (gives new meaning to the 
term "living planet"). It is not something openly discussed in society. Something had to be 
wrong with him. 

"How long have we known each other?" asked Omako. 

"Over thirty years." 

"And do you remember how it used to be - before the present leader was installed?" 

"Sure, it was great," conceded Jugai. 

"How would you like to see a retum to the ways of old?" 

"I couldn't think of anything better?" 

"What if I told you I am planning a coup?" Offered Omako. 

He started to laugh. "You? Be serious," he joked. 

"I am," said Omako forcibly. 

Jugai's expression suddenly changed to a more somber one. "But how? There are agents 
everywhere." 

"What they don't know won't hurt me, after all, I own most of the agents anyway." 

"Do you have a big following?" 

"Yes, I am the leader of the Aarion National Alliance (A.N.A.)." Omako straightened 
proudly and proclaimed. 

At the mention of the outlawed organization, Jugai's mouth dropped. 

"Y ou're the Usurper?" he asked cautiously. 

"Who else is so clever," gloated Omako freely. 

"I thought I knew you better than this." 
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"What?" asked Omako, aware of the sudden change in tone. 

"I mean to attempt to overthrow the government. There are easier ways of going about it 
than that." 

"Like being elected?" said Omako sarcastically. 

"Yeah." 

"Oh be serious. Y ou know damn well they'd just fudge the results." 

"Y ou're probably correct/' confessed Jugai. 

"So. Are you with me in this or not?" 

"No, I'm sorry Omako," he said as he produced a hand weapon, aimed at Omako. 

"What's the meaning of this?" 

"Meaning? It means you have to die," threatened Jugai. 

Omako was confounded. He knew Jugai would try something, but he didn't think it 
would be so extremist. Well, he might as well find out why before putting the crews to him, 
thought Omako. "But why? I trusted you. We were friends." 

"That was a long time ago Omako; before my pension ran out and I had to sell my 
'services' to various organizations so I could support my family. Eventually the govemment 
found me out and offered a choice - tum or bum," he explained. 

"Y ou've changed. Y ou never would have compromised your principles for a mark," 
observed Omako. 

"Right. And I didn't have to support three wives and seven kindren, either. But then 
what would you know about that, being alone all of your life," he raised the weapon at its target. 

Omako lunged at him, knocking the weapon out of Jugai 's hands. Then six of his agents 
entered the room in support of Jugai. 

"Hold it right there Omako," one of them screamed, weapons trained on Omako. "Y ou 
see Omako, this govemment cannot allow you to take it over. They've worked too hard to assure 
peace for our people. The age of militarism is over," he proclaimed. 

"I think not," countered Omako. "Y ou see, there are more of us than you think." Alerted 
by the code, fifteen of his agents jumped from above, taking the police forces completely by 
surprise. A melee ensued. In the end, the govemment forces were rounded up and taken to the 
underground headquarters of the A.N.A. 

Jugai glared at Omako intensely. 

"I should have known you'd be protected," he remorsed. 

"Better luck next time. Of course, they won't be a next time," noted the general. 

"What do you plan to do with them," asked the captive. 

"Why kill them, of course." 

"And me?" 
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"Ah yes. The two trillion mark question. I know how much you disliked the beaman 
season of old, so I have planned a special going away ceremony for you. Y ou see, I'm going to 
send you to Stuart for reformationl" 

"No!" he screamed, his eyes afire. "Y ou can't. Please, I beg of you -- anything but 
reformation." 

"Y ou disgust me Jugai. A man of your stature should not have to beg." 

"Think of the consequences. People will talk upon my disappearance and of the guards," 
he tried to reason with Omako. 

He merely laughed. "Do you actually think I would leave loose ends like that? Be 
serious. I have the Commander General in my pocket. Y ours as well as the guard's deaths will 
be the result of a shuttle crash or something." Omako was unsure of how he was going to 
explain their deaths at this point in time. 

"Y ou'll never get away with this," hoped Jugai. 

"Ah quite contrary. I not only shall get away with it, but I expect to benefit from it. And 
now my former friend, you have a launch scheduled in twenty minutes for your reformation. 
Good-bye." Omako tumed and left him to his forces. 

CHAPTER TWO 



Eighteen minutes later Jugai found himself perched atop the prisoner reform ship 
awaiting final countdown. Inside, he dismally surveyed his surroundings. He was naked and 
strapped in an inclined chair. There was a small window above his head through which he 
would see Stuart as he neared it. Other than that, the inside of the craft was barren and 
claustrophobic. The heat shield on the exterior of the vehicle was designed to protect the 
criminals from the damaging rays of the corona, and allowed the ship to penetrate to the depth 
where fusion occurred. There, the shield would be jettisoned, and the capsule and it's solitary 
occupant would be neariy instantly fused together and bumed as fuel. A residual amount 
remained that will eventually be spread across the universe. Reformation differed from 
redistribution in this sense: The criminal instead of being exposed to the outer corona and then 
taking their tour, are sent deep into the star where their respective elements are convected to the 
core where they form new elements, hence the name reformation. No one knows for sure what 
occurs after this process, but some leading philosophers believe it is possible that a reformer 
could eventually be redistributed across the universe, the resultant of a supemova explosion. 
Sometimes, however, the craft plummeted where a solar flare was empting. When this 
happened, the craft would be deflected, causing an impartial buming. This allows some of the 
lighter elements of the body to be distributed throughout the galaxy sooner than would otherwise 
be the case. When this happens, it was looked upon as a sign of the criminal's innocence, 
whereby the prosecutor who mled the defendant guilty was himself sentenced to reformation. 

All this and more was on Jugai's mind, when he was suddenly thmst downward by the 
force of launch. He was now fourteen minutes from meeting his destiny. Quickly, the G forces 
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built and just as suddenly as they began it was over. He was now weightless, a most 
uncomfortable sensation to Scharonians. 

Though accustomed to space travel he had always been held by artificial gravity. The 
lack of it (among other reasons) prompted him to throw up, literally and figuratively. With no 
way of cleaning it, it floated about the cramped quarters, fowling the air. This was not a good 
thing. The Scharonians believed even the criminals were entitled to a painless death. 
Suffocating from one's own puke was far from dignified, let alone painless. It was not long 
before he choked on the chunks and died, minutes before his ship entered Stuart. As it entered 
the outer atmosphere of the star, a huge flare erupted, deflecting the ship far off it's programmed 
dive to the core. At the preset time, the outer shield was jettisoned, and Jugai's body exploded 
forth and returned to it's natural state - a random splattering of complex hydrocarbon molecules, 
destined to roam the universe for a long, long time. And that was the end of him as far as 
Scharonians know. It was of little concern to his remains that back on Scharoni, his death was 
viewed as a mistake by Omako. 

It seemed like a bad omen to him. Omako 's nearing attempt at takeover would be in a 
precarious position after this incident, should word of his involvement leak out. Many of his 
government agents would just as soon not be loyal if anything went wrong. If he did not do 
something to rectify the coming crisis, they might turn against him. He had to act quickly to 
stave off such a fate. But what could he do? The answer came quickly. There will be a two 
pronged assault. First, he will convince members of the A.N.A. of the reasons for the intended 
reformation and the unfortunate redistribution. Then he will hold a press conference, explaining 
the unregistered launch of a prisoner reform ship, pinning it to a mob of sorts. Y es, it's coming 
together now, he thought proudly. The object of covering his tracks was now being twisted into 
a sinister plot on his part. Quickly, he rehearsed the plan. He'd call a press conference and pin 
the launch on his rivals the O.F.I. (Organization for Isolationism). Then he will announce the 
shocking news that the launch was of a prisoner reform ship destined to reform someone, rather 
than the redistribution ship as it appeared to be. At roughly the same time, he will have his 
stooges in the Intelligence Department announce the disappearance of Jugai. The press will 
obediently put two and two together, and bingo: The O.F.I, looks bad. He will have a field day 
exposing all of the public relations distributed by them. That will definitely put the nix on them, 
hoped Omako. The mere thought of the destmction of the .F.I. sent a shiver throughout me. 
Omako hastily began preparing for the show, gloating over my believed "fmits of destiny". 



CHAPTER TflREE 



An hour later Omako arrived at the A.N. A. party headquarters, awaiting his introduction 
to the assembled officers. It was very noisy, with all of the representatives milling about 
discussing the probable content of his upcoming speech. When Omako's number two man strode 
briskly onto the elevated stage, the talking ceased and everyone took their seats. Clearing his 
throat, the man introduced his leader. 

"It is with honor and trust that I present to you our leaden Omako ZikorskI!" he yelled. 
As if on cue, which it was, the crowd rose to its feet and began chanting. 
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"Or-na-ko, OurLea-der! Or-na-ko, OurLea-der!" The air was electric. Omako waited a 
few seconds, so as to allow the chanting to grow louder and more demanding. As soon as it was 
scheduled, he walked briskly onto the stage. The chanting stopped and he could hear the 
distinctive click of heels accompanying their carefully orchestrated salute. Omako continued 
his walk towards the podium, aware that all eyes were focused intensely upon himself, their 
chosen leader. 

Omako had not volunteered for the position of leader, let alone activiely campaigned for 
it. Y et it was he, above all others, that was chosen to lead. This tmst and expectation they had 
of him changed Omako greatly. He gained awe inspiring energy from a crowd, and became 
obsessed not with was right for the group, rather on personal glorification. Like all successful 
leaders, he had convinced the alliance that what was good for him was great for them. 



